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soup, biscuits, and as much tea as they will drink. As a meal the
thing is a joke to the Eskimo appetite; but it is flattering to eat
in the white man's house, and it would be impolitic to complain
of the hospitality of a man out of whom one expected to get
great things shortly, in exchange for a few fox-skins. There we
were, Gibson and I, transformed into cafe waiters; and when it
was over we said to each other with a laugh, cThe restaurant
did good business today.5
All of them, I say, had crowded in. Some were eating, others
looking on; but those who merely stood and looked on were as
gay as those who ate, for there are few joys to the Eskimo heart
as great as welcoming visitors. They filled the benches and sat
on the floor, and each time that one of the guests sent forth a
happy and rumbling regurgitation, the others laughed delight-
edly and pronounced the Eskimo syllable of assent and affirma-
tion— a long-drawn-put eh-eh-eh! — that was like a cheer, like
applause. Tutiak stood in their midst, and until two o'clock in
the morning he went on talking, most of the time to himself, for
it is an Eskimo habit to soliloquize endlessly in the presence of
others.
Finally they all got up, grinned, and were off, leaving the air
and the teacups filled with caribou hair.
'Off to bed, are they?' I said to Paddy.
'Not at all,* he said; cthey are going to eat/
I went out of doors, and saw that Paddy was right. At three
o'clock in the morning they were unpacking rotted fish from
their sleds in preparation for a feast.
Next day Utak went out to pull in the sled that had broken
down, while Ohudlerk, with his more practical sense, had
offered to go after the caribou meat which the newcomers
admitted having cached a few miles away.
The visitors were staying with Utak upon his repeated in-
sistence. In three days Utak would have no grub left and would
come whining to the Post Manager for a little tea or coal-oil.
'Miki-luk, — 'Just a little,5 he would beg. But today this meant
nothing to Utak. The social sense was stronger than the sense
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